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PREFACE. 



The following poems and songs, pto- 
duced in leisure moments, are offered to the 
world with all the feelings of an author whose 
effusions, originally, were not intended to meet 
the eyes of any but his private friends; and 
who, though he dares not suppose that his 
productions can add lustre to the splendid 
poetic fame which so richly adorns the land of 
his birth, would feel proud in the hope that 
that fame may not be tarnished by his juvenile 
contributions. 
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VI. PKEPACE. 

Should some small share of applause 
happily reward these efforts, the gratification 
arising from it will be considerably enhanced 
by the author's reflecting on the danger of 
the undertaking : — to venture upon that ocean 
where so many have been woefully wrecked, 
demands, in truth, some degree of courage. 

Life is but a lottery, and man the crea- 
ture of circumstances : — it frequently happens 
that, notwithstanding the most unpromising 
commencements, steady perseverance is 
crowned with the most ample success. 

Some of the pieces which will be found . 
in this volume were written at a very early 
age. Most of them have already appeared 
in different esteemed periodical publications. 
In addition to the whispers of hope, and the 
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PREFACE. Vll. 

fond anticipations of youthful vanity, the 
author has been urged on to publication by 
the praises of» perhaps, too partial friends. 

Be it as it may, the die is cast, and — 
*' Where the gale diiyes we must go.*' 
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POEMS AND SONGS- 



LAND OF THE THISTLE. 

Land of the thistle, the heather, and feu, 

Land of deep glen, and high towering cairn, 

Land on whose hills my young feelings were mirs'd. 

And the voice of whose tempests saluted me Wtst ! 

Though thy plains may lie hid in thy deep wintry snow. 

And icicles hang o'er thy cold hoary hrow, 

Hiou'rt the land of my fiithen-^the land of my birth!- 

And more lovely to me than the sunniest earth. 
9 
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Land of the faithful, the brave, and the firee ! 

Whose sons to a tyrant ne'er bended the knee : 

'Neath the white blossom'd hawthorn that grew in thy mid, 

Independence was bom— and in infancy smiled — 

He rose in thy strength^ — ^he defended thy name — 

He guarded thy rights — ^he protected thy fame, — 

And thy honour'd scutcheon no stain shall e'er know ; 

Save the stain from the blood of thy liberty's foe !. 

Land where young lo?e wears the mild witching eye. 
And where first the wild muse drew her notes from the sky ! 
How rich were thy scenes to my earliest gaze. 
When transported I rambled along thy green braes. 
To the tree 'neath whose covert the blithe minstrel sung. 
To thy youths and thy maidens till glad echoes rung ! 
Oh ! ne'er may the charm that hangs o'er thee depart ;— 
Thou land of the thistle — thou home of my heart! 
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POEMS AND SONGS. 



WHO WOULD NOT DIE THE HERO'S DEATH. 



Air. — '' h there a heart that never loved J^ 

Who would not di^ the hero's death, 

And scorn a tyrant's laWs ! 
Who woilkL not give his latest breath 

To iijnr'd freedom's cause ! 
He &11B — to sleep on glory's bed. 

His spirit mounts in air ; 
And tho' life's warmth his cheek has fled. 

No look of death is therej 
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Oh t who could live the coward's life, 

In chains to hasely die ! 
What dungeon's gloom were dadc enough 

To hide him from our eye? 
His tremhling lip is cold and pale, 

Ere fiite hath strack the hlow ; 
And his faint heart the pangs shall feel 

The hrave can never know. 

The coward sinks, imknown to fame, 

As man would Uush to tell ; — 
His only covering is — his sham^ — 

He moulders where he fells — 
But tears shall flow from heauty's eye 

To deck the hero's grave ; 
And fairest flowers of richest dye 

Shall Uoom ^eresleep the brave ! 
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FOEMB AND SONGS. 



HERE WE THREE HAVE MET AGAIN. 

Here vre three have met again, 
After jeaiB of hope and pain; 
Since our parting, time has laid 
Many a three in death*!; dark shade. 
Many a \iidow'd heart has sigh'd. 
Many an orphan's tear has dried ;— 
But a cup of joy well drain, 
Now that we have met again ! 

Since the dream that boyhood gave 
We have toil'd on life's rude ware; 
Wearily our oars we've plied 
In the search of Fortune's tide ; 
Warring with each blast that blew, 
Braving storms that darker grew ; 
Cold and cheerless was the main,— <- 
But we three have met again ! 
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POEMS AND BONGS. 



Now that here we meet at last, 
To recount the gales we've past ; 
Here, where life's first breath we drew, 
Long lost pleasures well renew : — 
Here each scene shall claim a smile, 
Friendship's warmth our age begiule , 
And where joys uumingled reigii,— 
There may we three meet again I 
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PO£M» AND SONGS. 



SERENADE. 



AiR,-^'' Marlhrooh'* 

Oh ! haiste, it is the hour, love, 
There's none but heaven looks o*er, love, 
And I wait at thy bower, love ; — 
Oh ! haste, and come away ! 
Thy lover's faithful arm, 
Will keep thee safe from harm : 
Oh ! come while none are nigh, love. 
No vulgar prying eye, love. 
Our pleasures to annoy, love : — 
Oh ! haste, and oome away ! 
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Ere morning ligbt can breaJ^ loye> 
And drowsy mortals wake, love, 
One hour of bliss we'll take, love ;— 
Oh ! haste and come away ! 
No light can love supply, 
Like light ftom beauty's eye; — 
Then haste, it is the hour, love, 
There's none but heaven looks o'er, bvei 
And I wait at thy bower, love : — 
Oh ! haste, and come away! 
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»TIS SAD TO VIEW, IN LIFE'S GAY MORN. 



Ain.^''8ul Margined' 



'Tissad to view, in life's gay mom 
The young heart in decay ; 

Low drooping under Fortune's soom,- 
A blighted flower in May ! 

For when the heart in sorrow sighs 
O'er Fortune's fovours gone, 

Unmark'd by all beneath the sides, 

lis left to bleed alone. 

c 



d by Google 



10: PQEMS AND 80N0S. 



Bat ah ! mare deep— more lasting pangs 

That heart is doom'd to know, 
l¥ho0e all of bliss, or miseiy, hapgs 

On one fiilse woman's tow :—* 
The tide of Fortune yet may flow. 

And pleasores bring again ; 
Bat nought can soothe the bosom's woe 

That loYOft— and lores in yain ! 
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OH! WHAT WERE WOMAN'S HEART OR EYE. 



Aim.—" We shaU ne^er hear the like again.^* 



Oh ! what were woman's heart or eye. 

If love's not smiling there ? 
And what were man, if fiom his brow 

The cup ne'er banish'd care ? — 
Then send round the bowl, it gladdens the soul. 

And conquers ereiy pain ; 
Oh ! nought has the power to cloud life's hour 

When the spaiUing cup we drain ! 

When the sparkling cup &c. 
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'Us wine inspires the bard to siqg^. 

The lover to admire, 

And cheered by wine, the he art of age 

Renews its youthful fire : — 

Then send round the bowl, 8cc^ 

'Tis wine can lead the hero on 

To follow glory's call ; 
And wine can make kind Mends of foes, 

And brothers of us all ! 

Then send round the bowl, &c. 



Digitized by Google 

ir inrrr^^ ■ m 



J 



^^ 



POEMS AND 80NGS. 13 



IN YONDER VALE WHERE CARRON FLOWS. 



Air. — *^ Banks and braes o' bonny Doon,*^ 



In yoBder vale, where Conron flows, 

There smiles the cot that chanos mj e'e ;. 
And iUut palace fortune shows 

Compared wi' it, is trash to me:— 
For there, awa firae din and strife, 

Myhlythe bit lassie likes to dwdl; 
And dear's to me, as light's to life. 

The charming blink u' bonny Bell ! 
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Upon her cheek there dt combined, 

Health, youth, and harmless sportive glee; 
And a* that yirtuous love can find 

Is shared between my Bell and me :— • 
Wi' welcome eve my joys return. 

And a' my carMng cares dispel ; 
When yont the cot, beside the burn, 

I meet my kind, my bonny B^ 

Awa' ye dames, wi* a' your pride. 

That conquer hearts by dint o' art ! 
My artless lassie, russet clad. 

Has charms nor art, nor die» impart :— 
I ken we'll ne'er fiae ither part. 

For love and truth her bosom swell ; 
And ah ! gin aught could wring this heart,-— 

Twad be, to lea'e my bonny Bdl ! 
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THE SUN HAS SET, THE MOON IS HID. 



Air.— ^*il' thatf and a' that.'' 



The son has set, the moon is hid, 

The Stan are gane, and a' that ; 
fiat what caie I, e'en let them bide,—' 

111 find Love's bower for a' that. 
For a' that, and a' that, 

Tho' daik the way, and a' that, 
The flame that in my bosom glows 

iVm light me there, for a' that 1 
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16 FOElkS AND SONGS. 



And oh ! to meet fair maiden's smile. 

Her melting e'e, and a' that, 
And kiss the cheek that knows no wile. 
Save beauty's blush, and a' that ! — 
There's a' that, and a' that, 

There's muckle mair than a' that : — 
And wha can tell what blissful joy 
The-lover finds in a' that ! 

*Tis sweet to rove 'mid summer's charms, 

• To share its joys, and a' that; 

And sweet when set fme winter's harms,. 

Owre friendship's cup, and a' that. 
There's a' that, and a' that. 

And other joys thana' that; 
But oh ! those' joys, When a' oombined, 

Arenoug^toL(yvsfora' that! A 
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WHY GLISTENS IN THINE EYE THE TEARP 



TO JUUA AT PARTING* 



Why glistens in thine eye the teaif 
That there would lurk, but cannot stay P 

And whence doth spring that doubting fear 
Those broken struggling sighs betray ? 

Tho' fate conunand that now we part, 

We'U meet again, with lighter heart* 
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I'll love thee Julia still, Iho' parted, 

Then wipe the tear-drop firom thine eye; 
And do not leave me broken hearted, 
By doubling thus my constancy :— 
Beauty and feme may fede or change- 
Love has nor wish, nor power to range. 



As oft, in dreams, the mind will turn 
To early scenes that still are dear ; 

So shall my lonely spirit mourn 
The hours of bliss we've tasted here : — 

And fency, bright with dreams of thee, 

Shall travel oft yon trackless sea! 



And, by the past that we have known— 
By each fond hope of future bliss — 

And by the love that thou hast shown 
I Yow — and seal it with this kiss — 

That till the hour when all must part 

Thy name shall live within my heart ! 
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POEMS AND SONGS. 19 



And when those lips aie pale for aye— 
When the cold toif thy bosom piesses— 

Hie wodd may mourn thee for — a day—* 
Its griefe are light as its caresses ; — 

But till this heart shall cease to quiver, 

Can I forget thee ?—n6?e^— nerer! 
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THE MAroEN WE PRIZED FROM HER HOME 
IS GONE. 



Air.— "7%e Moreen.'' 

The maiden we prized from her home is gone^ 

In the haunts of crime you'll find her; 
And the crimson blush on her cheek that shone 

No more to our souls can bind her >» 
And the witcheiy of her clear blue eye, 

That enchanted all around her, 
Hath left but a claim for pity's sigh, 

On the hearts that may surround her ! 
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Tho' gaily she sings when her spirits seem light— 

liVhere all is riot and madness — 
Oh ! it is not the strain that gave her delight 

Ere she tasted of shame and sadness: — 
And sad is her heart when she muses alone. 

And heavy the shame that hangs on her; 
But no tears of remorse tot her fault can t 

She has Men— aad sunk in disbonwrl 
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WHEN DEATH IS ON MY BROW. 



When death is on mj brow, 

And all pain over; 
When my heart is laid low. 

Under earth's cover : — 
Must my memory remain 

With the base hearted, 
That sought my name to stain, 

Ere thus we parted? 

Do I leave none behind 

That will deplore me ? 
WiU, love, thy bosom kind 

Heave one sigh o'er me P — 
Then tho' the world's cold hate 

Leave my grave never. 
Blessed shall be my fate— - 

Ever, Oh, ever! 
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ON THE DEATH OF LORD BYRON. 



'* The evil that men do lives after theni« 
<«The good if oft intcrr'd with their bones*' 



Great sovereign of poesy, fiuewell! — now thy woes 
With thy faults, and thy TirtaeSy axe all at an end I 

And the love of thy friends, or the sneer of thy foes. 
No more iby proud spirit can soothe, <nr offend. 
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24 POBMS AND SONGS* 



Thy fancy was lordly — and spumed at oontrol*- 
Thy genius, unbounded, soaied hi above art ; 

Implanting thy ivild musings deep in the soul, 
And enshrining thy name in the core of each heart ! 

Yes! the maiden shall weep o'er thy melting love^toiy-^ 
The young Bard, in devotion, kneel o'er thy remains— 

And the patriot's last breath — as he fEiUs in his gloiy^- 
Shall ascend unto heaven with thy waniorHStrains ! 
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OH ! HERE WE'LL REST TILL MORNING BLINK. 



Air.—*' Afamoui man was Robin Hood,^ 



Oh ! here well rest tiU morning blink — 

The fient a care's within our wa' — 
And leeze me on this drap o' drink. 

It maks us rank wi' princes a' ! 
The Great aboon, of boundless power. 

Is pleased when we are happy a' ; 
He formed us for the social hour — 

Then let us live by nature's law. 

Oh ! here we'll rest, &c 
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The fi)ol wha dreads a woman's soom 

May pay his groat and slink awa ; 
And he wha fears to bouse till mom 

Is but a gowk wi* heart o' snaw : — 
But here's guid luck to ilka chiel 

Wha fills a cup to honour's ca' ; — 
And he wha wadna wisk us wed 

The deil his sordid saul may claw ! 

Oh ! here we'll rest, &c. 
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I MET TWA CRONIES, ERE YESTREEN. 



Air.—" Johno' Badenyon.'' 



I MET twa cronies, ere yestreen, 

Wha Wythe I've aft been wi' ; 
And ilka mind soon felt inclined 

To taste the barley bree:— 
We sat sae late, and drank sae deep, 

That roarin' fou gat we;— 
And haith! I found, when I gaed hame. 

My wife had ta'en the gee. 
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She sat beside a cheerless fire, 

Wi* brows hung owre her e'e ; 
And thoughtlu' hush'd she aye the balm- 

Tho' sleeping on her knee. 
1 saw the storm was masking £sist 

That soon wad fa' on me ; 
Sae quietly slipt I aff to bed, 

And left her in the gee. 

Niest day her looks were sour and sad. 

And ne'er a word spak she ; 
Bat aye the tear-drap gather'd big, 

And dim'd her bonny e'e : — 
duo' I ''my dear what's past let gang— 

And fiown nae mair on me — 
The like again I'll nerer do, 

Gin yell ne'er tak' the gee !" 

When that she heard she rais'd her brow/ 

And down beside me sat; 
I kiss'd her— for her heart was fu' — 

And, puir wee thing! she grat:— 
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Quo' she ** gin yell but keep your word, 
And bide at hame wi' me — 

See, there's my han' that, while I live^ 
I'llnerer talc' the gee ! '^ 

Then let ns ca', and pay our drap. 

And toddle while we dow ; 
For gin we fill anither bowl 

Well a' get roarin' foui — 
My wifie's look is aye sae sweet. 

And kind— *when pleased is she-* 
That it wad be a sin to grieTe, 

Or put her in the gee! 
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1 



WOULD»ST THOU MAID, WHEN PLE ASUBES FLOW. 



Aift. — *^ Gin ye meet a hmmy Uuiie'\ 



Would'st thou maid, when pleasoies flow 

On thy lover's joyous hour— 
Woold'st thou guard the sunny glow, 

From darkening douds that round him lower? 
When other friends, and fortune, leave 

His spirit sinldng in despair,— 
Would'st thou o'er his sorrows grieve. 

And in bis keenest sufferings fihaieP 
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Would'st thou cheer him when his eye 

Darkens mid the light of day ? — 
Would'st thou raise thy mind on high 

When his soul has wing*d its way ? 
Would'st thou maid, so constant prove 

Through all his joys and pains in lifbP^* 
Then heaven diall guard thy virtuous love 

And mack thee for a Mthful — wife. 



X^ 
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WRITTEN IN CARBON HERMITAGE. 



**Hen» •wU'like, let me ling and die.*' 



Here Inhooenoe might safely smile. 
Or Independence god-like reign ; — 

Here poverty, unknown to guile. 
Might raise to heaven the heartfelt strain:— 
Or, haply, here the love-lorn swain — 

Should fate his fondest wish deny — 
Might even forget lus cause of pain. 

Or hffle— more blest— might calmly die. 
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H6re might misfortune find relief 
From recollection's painful thioes ;— 

Or, here, the wandering child of grief 
Might find at last long sought repose :— 
Here angels might to man disclose 

The secrets of thdr blest abode ; 
And through ihhi fleeting ^p« of i^rof a 

Point to the great rewarded— Ood I 
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34 Pt»EMS AND SONCiS. 



TO THE MEMORY OF SMOLLETT. 



Till Leren's every charm is lost. 
And fled are all its scaly brood; 

Or, tiU it can no longer boast 
Its pebbly bed, or cbiystal flood : — 

1111 in the breast where love resides 
No more shall pain or bliss be found ; 

Or, till the tear th£t pil^ sheds 
Can heal the heart that sorrows wound:- 
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mi bounteous nature &il to deck 
The yaiying seasons in their turns:— 

Till sleeps each thought, no more to wake, 
That in the ftee-hom bosom bums:— 

mi then, O Smollett, shall thy lay 
With kindred feelings wann the breast; 

And Genius round thy marble stmy. 
To gently soothe thy ^irit's rest ! 
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TO MY ItfOtfltiR. 



Written on new year's ikoRNiN&. 



-To her eye 



'< There seened but ooe face pIcMiof npoa earth-* 
** And that was dittant from her.- » ■ * * 



Guide of my earliest days — ^friend to life's latest boui—- 

Thou whose affection never can be chill'd !-* 
Tho' storms and darkness o'er my wanderings lower— 

Or brighter, lovelier skies my pathway gild— 
Thou art my mother ! — I am still thy child ! 

With love, and holy reverence, be it mine 
Thus lone to muse upon thee : — as thyself art mild 

And pious — such my thoughts be, while I join 
The liveliest devotion of my soul with thine! 
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I caimot Idfis that hand whose soft embrace 

Hath folded me in infimcy — ^nor hear 
Thy this day's blessing on me — ^yet I trace, 

In warm imaginings, the hallow'd tear 
Thou gir'st with thy land prayer to heav'n :— -there, ere 

This jeaSc hath told his tale perhaps we meet ; — 
And such will be thine orisons — Soi here, 

In this sad world, thou wonld'st not longer wait — 
Nor do 1 care how soon some happier clime we greet. 

Twelve dreary moons have lingered o'er thy head 

Since last we parted-«and time's ruthless dart 
The while, hath severed many a tender thread 

That bound me to existence— now thou art 
The only tie around this grateful heartr— 

The being here, for whom done it pants, 
To soothe thy few short days, ere we depart, 

Xp share thy sorrows — and to aid thy wants— 
And kneel to the lait blessing a fi»ad mothor gnuits! 
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FAREWEtX IN EARLY LIFE. 



Written on tbe protpect of golof altntd. 



Adieu my country — and my fiiends adiea — 
Ah! who but feels a pang fiom these to part ! — 

Each happy hour that I hare known with you. 
Now roots its memory dee^r in my heart 

The dianns of India ne'er can glad my breasl 
Like thy dear homely joys, my native isle ! 

For, though of wealth and luxury possest, 
It ne'er can boast with thee, fair freedom's smile. 
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*Tis not the thought that I must now depart. 
That fills my throbbing bosom thus with paim— 

Ah no ! the cause of all this inward smart 

Is the sad thought— we ne'er may meet again ! 

Bat when I sigh beneath the hand of death — 
Far from the spot and friends I love so well — 

Vj fainting soul its last fond prayer shall breathe 
For you I lea?e behind-— farewell— farewell ! 
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FAREWetL IN ;-ATER pAYS. 



*• A &rewell tribute to the fond remembranee 
'• Of earlier days. ** 



Farewell to all — farewell! — IVe felt 

That word hang on my heart, 
When forced firom what I loved, amid 

My tricUing tears, to part: — 
But those were days ere life's sweet bud 

Was steep'd in sorrow's dew, 
And ere my soul had scorn'd the sigh 

That rose to bid adieu.-** 
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Yes ! — those are days we cannot prioe, 

nil riper yeans hare shown 
That with oqt hoyish feeling, dies 

Whatever of bliss weVe falown^-* 
And those aie days when youthful hope 

Looks forward with desire. 
To scenes that sear our life of life-p* 

And bid young hope ezj^ ! 

IVe seen some yeAr»— though yet mine eye 

Is not of light bereft} — 
I've had my cares — though o'er my brow 

A few dark locks are left:-— 
I Ve fill'd up pleasure's madd'ning cup 

Till ithathoyerflowh:** 
And now, wherever fortune leads. 

My feelings are my own. 

IVe felt enough of ftiendship's breath 

To know how long it lives ; 
And shared full deep enough of lof e 

To tell of all it gives :^ 
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I>?e hdd^ihem both, -with extaey, 
To this high-throbbing bieast, 

Until Uie o'enAarged sense wascloy'd 
By the too lusdons taste. 

And it may be that he I prest 

Most dosdy to my h^urt, 
Will be the fiist to basely act 

The coward traitor's part : — 
And'fibe who knew my inmost tbooght. 

When lovers young pulse beat high, 
May lightly use my Mien name 

With thoughtless obloquy. — 

Yet, if a pang doth steal across 

My bosom-7 'tis the pjEuai 
Of what I now am — and the thought 

Of what I might hare been : — 
And let it jpas»-^ some unknown spot, . 

Upon the fece of earth. 
May soon be found more &ir and kind 

Than that whicb gave me birth. 
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I look not for a sigh finom one 

Of all I leave behind ; 
Nor hath mine eye a drop to shed 

For aught of human-kind :^ 
Then lightly I may SAy-^ farewell-- 

To all I loved, or knew; 
Itegardless though that parting word, 

Should sound a last adieu ! 
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THE SCOTSMAN'S FAREWELL. 



Let me gaze on those mountains, with heath overgrown, 
'Mid whose wild floweis 1 sported, ere sorrow I knew ; 

Let me leave them one tear, ere my bark shall he throwB. 
O'er the wave that may hide them for ever fiom view I 

Though 1 go to a land as enchanting and fair- 
That has oomforts as many, and troubles as few— 

Where the heart, all it pants f(Mr, as freely may share. 
And find its attachments as tender and true— 
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Yet the place of our birth, like our earliest lo^e, 
To the throb of affection must ever be dear ; — 

And kind, or serere, as our fortune maj prove, 
We look back on that spot— with a smile— or a tear ! 

Oh yes ! there's no loadstone that equals our home, 
Nor magnet so true as the pulse of the heart : — 

And the mem'iy of boyhood, where'er 'we may roam. 
Sheds a ray o'er the mind that will never depart 

Farewell Caledonia ! thou first in contending 
Against the oppressors of freedom and truth :-^ 

May I fall like my fathen— thy^blessings defending^- 
And sleep 'neath the turf I have tiod in my youth ! 
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TIME SOFTENS ALL. 



TO LAURA. 



•* Ai«iks t tbeybad been fHendi in yootb, 
«• Bot wbiiperinf Coognet can poltoa truth,'* 



Time softens all-^weVe known the day 
We could not thus have coldlj met— 

When nought but ihee engaged mj laj, 
And th J joung hopes in mine were set : — 

That day has past— and we may weep 

To think what time can lull asleep ! 



d by Google 



POEMS AND SONGSr 47 



I thought that years might strive in vain 
This change in beings to have wrought ; 

Though rocks dissolve by frequent rain, 
And seas may waste by constant drought:— 

But scandal's breath, in life or love, 

Will shake what flood nor flame can move ! 

The world can know us — ^but in part-^ 
And thou hast heard its tale of me; 

But, Laura, had'st'thou known my heart, 
Thou'dst heard the world contemptuously :— 

For I did love thee ! — and thee only — 

And could have seen no harm light on thee ! 

Though joy with thee has left this heart 

Que drop- of comfort still it feels ; 
To think a sigh that we should part 

In secret from thy sool yet steals : — 
And hope still whispers I shall prove 

Thy inendshipy though we may not love. 

/■ 
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1 



TO THE MEMORY OF ROBERT BURNS. 



Written for^ and recited at his Asnmifersary. 



I HAVE Irang o'er the gtiains of the Ijie, that now deeps 
Where our Bard 'mid the tears of his country is hiid ; 

While I've thought on the hand that awaken'd its notes. 
On the bosom that's cold, and the spirit that's fled. 

I've thought on his moments of friendship and loTe, 
When that bosom was young, and its feelings we're new ; 

And I've mused on his fate, in my-fidness of heart, 
Till I wept 'mid the magic that round me he threw. 
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Ever liallow'd andsoft be his bed of repose ! 

There bloom, in wild beaaty, je flowers of the mom ; 
But ere noon can shed o'er jou its sunniest ray, 

Like our Bard| in the blast be ye blighted and torn ! 

Oh ! come, ye admirers of genius and song, 
And devote this loved night to his mem'ry and praise ; 

If his shade one blest hour con leave " Mary in hea?en"- 
It will hover around us and join in our lays. 
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MASONIC SONG. 



Air.— 1' O! nothing in life can sadden u*.^ 



Hail Masonry ! loi^.maj'st ihou flouiifiliy 

ExtendiDg.thj light o'er the earth and the sea f 
Hail Masonry ! long maj'st thou cherish 

His hosom whose guide is religion and thee ! 
Thine was the ray that first lighted creation^ 

By thee the Great Architect formed his plan» 
And it was by thy laws we conceived the relatioii 

Twixt spirit and matter— 'twizt motion and man. 

Hail Masonry! &c. 
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Here's to the memoiy of good father Aoam-^ 

The nohlett stmctnre by masoniy rear'd ; 
And here's to the/a»re»<— his £vE-4ionest madam, 

"Whose sex by the ciaft has been always revered : — 
Here's to the craftsman who, aft^ inspection, 

lis found to be worthy a master's regard ; 
Jknd here's to the maiden who builds her affection 

Andfiiith on the mason that's duly prepared. 

Hail Masonry! &c. 

Here's to each brother, torn Noah descended, 

"Who lives within compass, and square to our rules ;- 
He ne'er can be left in the world unbeMended 

IJVho knows the true value and use of his tools :— 
Here's to the friendship that neter can alter 

Though the sail of prosperity's bark may be fiuPd ; 
And here's to the heaean that:never iKdll fiiher. 

But shine on the ruin and wreck of the world ! 

Hail Masonry! &c» 
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THE WOULD LOOKS DOWN UPON ME. 



AiB.— " J9hnitmUfmyhp$ek$/* 



The world loo3a down upon me 

Because to tlie^ nv heart is wed ; 
And all my friends disown me 

For loidng thee m j hig^iland lad :-* 
But though Ihey ne'er forgive me, 

For thee I'll leave them, mam and dad, 
Thou'rt all that life can give me, 

My kind, my brave, my highland lad ! 
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Oh! i;?liat are wealth and beauty, 

If 'midst them all the heart be sad ! — 
^nd what's a parent's duty 

1*0 thy leal loye, my highland lad ! 
With thy bosom for my pillow. 

And for my couch thy tartan plaid, 
On hill, or stormy billow, 

111 liye and die, my higUand lad ! 
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BALLAD. 



The lake was calm— the moon beams play'd 

Upon the glassy deepy 
And silver'd o'er the shore where hong 
The Mghtful rocky steep. 



Twas midnight — and deep silence rdgn'd 

Around o'er earth and sea ; 
When, long ago, in Lomond^i halls. 

Was hush'd the festive glee. 



And fast in peaceful slumbers bound. 
Each toil-worn warrior lay ; 

And sofUy-sweet in balmy sleep. 
Had sunk each maiden gay. 
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Twas then, like bHghted lilj pale, , 

Matilda sat forlorn ; 
Her ejes bedew'd -with teazs-^her breast 

By loye and duty torn. 



As on lier knee she bent to hearen, 
And as the tear-diop fell, 

The bell in hollow tone toll'd— one- 
It toU'd her parting knell. 



Edward I come — I come she cried — 

We meet to part no more ; 
Then quidd j fled her father's halls 
And sought the beaten shore. 



The boat's unmoor'd— the wind blows chiUi 

As o'er the stem it veers, — 
IfVhile on the wave the frantic maid ; 

The Toice of Edward hears. 



d by Google 



56 POEMS AND SONGS. 



Now, safe on boaid, with eager haste 
She hoists the swelling sail $ 

Hard, hard it hlows— and ^e light bailc 
Eides swiftly in the gale. 



The tempest rage»— ongiy elonds 
Contentious sweep the g^-^ 

The thunder's growl is heard afiur. 
The forked light'nings flj. 



Nor moon, nor tremhlhigstar, can he 

By mortal eye descried | 
Nor hoat, across the hillowy sea 

Can mortal pilot guide. 



** duick, lower the sail !" a Toice she heard 

Re-echo o'er the wave ; 
But scarce 'twas heard, when— emd &t» l*^ 

She found a watery grayew 
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OH! WHAT NOW IS PLEASING IN THEE LOVELY 
VALLEY. 



Air.— « The Wounded Huuar.'* 



Oh! what now is pleasing in thee loYelyyalley, 

And wherQ ihy delights now ihou dear bushy glen ! 
How blythe hae I stray'd in your shades wi' my Jamie ! 

But now to this heart the remembrance is pain. 
Ah ! never again 'neath the sweet scented hawthorn 

The moments 111 bless as enraptured they flee ; 
For cauld is the heart, there sae aft I reclined on, 

Now tomb'd 'neath the gloom o' yon lone willow tree ! 
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Oil, Death ! I anaign ihee, thou tyrant unfeeling, 

How could'st thou tear all from my soul it held dear ! 
In our parting embrace had'st thou clasp'd me vd' Jamie 

How sound had I slept on his bosom firae care ! 
But come, geude shade, if this pledge yet thou knowest, 

And claim now the spirit that hastes to be free; 
For soon shall escape the last sigh firae her bosom 

Who breathes but in sighs, and who sighs bat £>r thee ! 



/ 
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I DRAIN'D THE FAREWELL CtJP. 



Air.—" What ails this heart.'* 



I drain'd the &rewell cap, 
1 left mj fiiendB in glee ; 

For fiom the pang that thea I felt 
The wine soon set me free : — 

But ¥rhat thy love hath been, 
How dear to me thou art, 

Our mingling tear-drops truly tell, 
' And agony of heart ! 



d by Google 



60 POEMS AND 60NG8. 



Oh! holy aie these teaiSy 

Our parting kiss that laye. 
As are the erening dews of heaven 

That fall on! whie's graye i^ — 
Let nought of earth behold 

Our feelings at this hour; 
But, as our lote, so hallow'd be 

This parting, and this bower ! 

r 
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YES, MY JOHNNIE, T'WEEL I LO'E THEE. 



Air.—" Bay's Wife," 



YB89 iny Johnnie, 'tweel I lo'e thee, 
Yes, my Johnnie, Hwecl I lo'e thee ;— 

nka throb my bosom gives 
Striyes to tell how weel I lo'e thee ! 

When silly woman, wi' her pride, 
Will slight her jo tho' weel she lo'es him. 

Her feckless jo's anither fool 
Wha sees na that she only trows him. 

Yes, my Johnnie, Jce. 
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When thon hast wiap'd me in thy plaid. 

Beneath the trysted tree a-dtting; 
Did'st thou ne'er guess that it was loye 

That set my heart aye thos a-heating f 

Yesy my Johnnie, See* 



Though I hae routh o'44eating jo 

The graye, and gay— the rich, and honny«— 
The ne'er a ane o' them can share 

My lo?e wi'the&— my/a»/A/u' Johnnie ! 

Yes, my Johnnie, Sec 
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JOHNNIE GOWIE'S DEAD AND OANE. 



AiB.— <' CatMnmUgat hu wife agnin.** 



Johnnie Gowie's dead and gane, 

Johnnie Gowie's dead and gane. 
Spread the news o'er moor and glen— > 

Johnny Gowie's dead andfgane ! 

The smugglers now may rant and nng, 
And hrew wi' a' their might and main ; 

For canld in death their mortal foe 
lies bw heneath a mucUe stane. 

Johnnie Gowie's kc. 



d by Google 



64 POEMS AND SONGS. 



J wat he was a dainty cliiely 

When weel set owre a gill at e*en. 
But place him in temptation's way— 

Nae deil was wanr than Johnnie then. 

Johnnie Gowie's &c. 

Let it be a diap o' blue, -- 

A pint o' wort, or peck o' grain, 
A broken pot, or gizen'd k^, 

Twere a' the same to him that's gane; 

Johnnie Gowie's &c. 

O, Johnnie was a rangin' wight ! 

The dread of a' where'er he came; 
Through bore and neuk he smelt them out. 

And night and day were a' the same. 

Johnnie Gowie's ice. 

Now ilka carlin sips her drap 
And tells the deeds o' him that's gane ; 

And while she swears his saul's below. 
She pm) li be no^e^ may come again ! 

Johnnie Gowie's &c. 
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*' GRADELY DOCrRING'' IN LANCASHIRE, 
A Tale. 



" ThU wot ye all whom It eoneenif,'^ 



Through various ways the body-caring tribe 
To. wealth, or &me, contrive to jog on ; 

Some think to blaster Death into good humoar 
With words and staff not fit to choak a dog on ; 
Whilst others seek by gentle means to do more. 
In nulder mood, with soothing speech, prescribe. 
And artfully the squeamish system bribe ; 
Some place in a whole skin the supreme good 
Whilst others take delight in nought but wounds and blood. 
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Death comes, no doubt, on a most dreadful mission^ 
With dart and hour-glass, horrid stalking ; 

So those whose business 'tis to '* do him battle" 
Should ann th^nselyes for fighting more than talking — 
To give the onset with a gallant rattle. 
Sallying forth in soldier-like condition, 
Well stored with pharmaceutic amunition. 
Yet taking care that this same ghastly tnrk, 
Snatch not their weapons, to complete his work. 



Thus when those modem sorcerers visit fools. 
Their worships are not worth a button, 

Thout powders, plaisters, tinctures, pills, and dysters : 
Ptobes, lancets, caustics^other sores to put on— 
Cathartics, tonics, anodynes and blisters ! 
He who can cut a flourish with these tools, 
May well dispense with science and its ruks ; 
Killing or curing he may do by guess. 
While blessed impudence insures success. 
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But most in'villaged tbis fuss and din 
Mak^Uie poor patient gape and stare ; 

For drugs, and deiath, will take tl^ir dreadful round 
Even 'mid most homely food and purest air, 
And even in such a place this tale I found. — 
One Hodge staunch yotary of ale and g^n, 
Whose child wassuflfering firom the father's sin-— 
(These topers propagate a feeble race) 
Sought physic's aid to mend the lad's sad case. 



) 
in truth Hodge found himself ia no small danger^ 

For if things were not soon made better, 

The bread and cheese must su£fer great deduction, 

Sim's toil had made the cupboard largely debtor, 

And ofit supplied his woodcock dad with suction. 

So to avert grim Bare-bones from their manger. 

Not liking calls from such a baleful ranger, 

While tears equivocal stand in his eyes, 

Hodge to the Tillage M. D. straightway hies. 
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The sage, amred, began the attack \7ilh courage, 
In such affiBdis no half-tanght nonce ; 

Beliey'd the oatpoTt& irom a strict embargo. 
And tho' the stomach had lefosed its office 
He coaxed it to accept a wholesome cargo ; 
And saw his patient seated o'er his porridge. 
Brimfol of hope that soon again he'd fotmge 
He took his leave— not having any doabt 
Bat that the en^y was put to rout. 



A Leech wife who supported skin and bone, 
As vampiie's do— by sucking blood — 

Prowling about, chanc'd in to p6p her phiz ; 
Disguising av'rice under friendship's hood 
In envy and revenge resolved to quiz. 
Enraged to find ** her occupation gone," 
Pretending great concern in whining tone, 
With artful questions brought the patient round 
To think that alt^ things were not yet quite sound. 
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QjacdSk die, ^^ ptor Sim ! he cannot yet be righ^ 
** So prithee send for Doctor Sang ; 

** O, he's so clever !— you will find him so — 
** If he see not some Ikult in this, Pll hang — 
** These if^makitiotu are so rife you know." 
Poor Hodge and Ck>. thus worked into a £nght, 
With hasty step sought out this clever wight ; 
The spruce advisef to the call attends — 
N. B. The hag and he weie secret friends. 



" Gad's curse" he cries, " 'tis well you sent for me^ 
" The patient else had in an hour been dead ; 

** We must hia faded strength bring back again — 
" A bason here, quick, zounds ! he must be bled^ 
** And blistered too, danmie, to ease his pain! 

" Some nineteen leeches brought here^ let there be, 
•* And round the blister place them— let me see — 
" 111 send him, zounds, whatiAcmW «» send !—« bottle 
<< £Tery half-hour^-to empty down his throttle. 
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** Mind when the leedi^ 4n>p off, set on doable^ 
'< WeHl soon this inflammation conquer — 

** Zonnds, my time's come ! — gad's curse I cannot stay — 
<* ni quickly call again to seethe younker." 
$0, having ordered thus, Sang went his way. 
Delighted Hodge, unconscious of the bubble. 
At length had gradely docVring to his trouble :-^ 
The crafty dame— a murrain on such witohes ! 
Found ready market for some scores of leeches. 



Kind reader, dost thou wbh to know the rest T 
Or as some folk say '* alteram partem P " 

As long as possible, you may infor, 
This well met pair went oin " secundum artem^^^ 
Then brought a swinging bill iur— " so much per^^^ 
And purse, like body, put to rigid test — 
But mum ! t^ope says " whatever is, is best :-^" 
'Scaped from leech, lancet, doctor, draught and pill. 
The boy — O wonderful !^6 living still ! 
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BPITAPH ON THfi EARU 



HsiiB lies, beneath, caold, cauld in death. 

The ashes of the earl ; — 
His soul of mirth has left our earUk, 

To charm some ither warl :— • 
He had his fauts — ^yet firae nick's claut/s 

In " glory^^ he shall rant aye ; 
O Mair ! let's see in heaven thy glee. 

For there thoult keep ns canty ! 



{ 



L.. 
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EPITAPH ON MRS. •»*«*. 



Low lies that worthless iron heart 

Which nought could touch save powerful death ; 
Sound sleeps that withered hlinking eye 

Which pity's tear did never hathe. 
To give — ^was torture to her soul — 

To take — was all that soul's delight; 
Her only virtue was — to Save — 

But — ^not the hapless child of fate. 
Satan, 'maug thy luring arts, 

If to adore thee hire be given — 
H— U's darkest neuk, tho' e'er sae vile, 

Will be to her ablissful H n. 
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DRINK, DRINK, EMPTY ANP FIWU AGAIN, 



Air.— << The Blue BamieU." 



DnnvK, drink, empty and fill again, 

Join eacli his lip to the cup's balmy border; 
Drink, drink, chase away care and pain, 

Wine has a charm against every disorder ! 
Come ye that languish — ^in lore, or in anguish — 

Child of misfortune, here's comfort o'erflowing; 
Advance, high or low man— approach, friend or foe maOi 

Here let ns revel in bliss while 'tis glowing. 

Drinki drink, &c. 




1 
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Bright is the halo that sparkles around the bowl, 

Yielding fresh life to the hapless and hoary ; — 
Seize on the nectar, and drink till it reach the soul. 

He who drinks deepest is soonest in glory ! 
Shun sesculapian skill — trust not that bitter pill, 

Making existence all dread and commotion ; — 
Quacks, with their solemn looks, are at best baited hooks; 

Wine, ruby wine is the only safe potion ! 

Drink, drink, &c« 
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BLACK SNUFF. 



Ai R. — * * Home ! sweet Home,^ 



In this life there is joy--in this life there is care — 
And the mortal that lives must of both have a share ; 
But our cares were too great, and our joys not enough — 
If wanting the zest we deriye from good snuff. 

Snuff! snuff! good black snuff ! 

There's no snuff like black snuff—- 

And nothing like snuff! 



i 



d by Google 



>fa» ^ >T. ti w 



76 POEMS ANt^ SONGS. 



How rich is the stream that we quaff from the bowl ! 
Bow soothing the chami it imparts to the soul ! 
IVe shared in those transports, and drank deep enough. 
But I find there is nothing more cheering than snuff. 

Snuff! snuff! Sec. 

Then grant me go0d snuff— there I taste no alloy. 
For it never, like wine, can our reason destroy; — 
Oh ! this sensitiTe nose must be callous enough. 
When I cease to delight in a pindi of good snuff! 

Snuff! snuff! &c. 
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OH ! BEAR IS OLENAIIDOCK'8 SHADY 



Oh ! dear is Glenardock's shady gtot 
To love's enraptur'd tell-tale hour ! 

So dear to me is its sheltered cot, 
And dear is Glenardock's lovely flower. 

The red sun is setting a-down the west, 
See ! how he lingers o'er that bower— ^ 

As loath to leave the spot so blest 

That holds Glenardock's opening flower 1 
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Such is my fancy hovering there — 

But it ne'er sets at mirkest hour ! 
My nightly dream — my daily care — 

Dwell on Glenardock's ripening flower. 

Should ruthless fate's unfeeling hlast 
On that sweet rosiB-bud threat'ning lower — 

How dear to clasp to my throbbing breast, \ 

And shield Glenardock's tender flower ! 
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LOOK NA. SAE, THOU PAWKY FAIRY. 



AiB.— « Bay's Wife." 



Look na sae, thou pawky faiiy, 

f XK>k na sae, thou pawky fairy, 
Hide, oh ! hide those lights of lore 

That lead to woe the wretch unwary ! 

O, ill betide thy thieviu' ait, 

Thou little cunning cruel cutty ! 
Thou'se stown awa his witless heart, 

Wha wad hae had lor thee mair pity. 

Look na sae, ^c. 
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And yet I like to prie that mou', 
And watch thae e'en sae gleg and bonny 

Nor that T saw thee can I rue- 
As ane wad think o' what's uncanny. 

Look na sae, &c. 



But stay and gie me back my heart, 

And sine wi' thee ne mair 111 differ ; 
Or gin wi' it tboa m'wmk part. 

Just grant me thine— and sae we'll niffer ! 

Looknasae^ &c. 



d by Google 



I 



POEMS AND SONGS. 81 



LINES. 



Mark the light of my fisdr one's eye ! 

Each glance is a witching dart of lore ;— ' 
Note her cheek of the roseate dye ! 
Its glow is mild eyening's summer sky, 

Eclipsed by the splendent orbs above :•— 
I have gazed till lost in dark despair. 
On those eyes so bright, and face so fair. 

Hast thou mark'd herk)ok, and watch'd her smile^ 

Noted her form and graceful air f 
Say did such a lovely magic wile 

The soul of mortal e'er immare ! 
Oh ! blest is the guardian angel that sips. 
Nightly, the sweets of her rosy- lips I ^ 
af 
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GO WHERE THOU ART HAPPY, 



Air. — " Go where $lory w9.Ui tkee.^^ 



Go where thou art hufpj^ 
But when o'er thy nappy. 

Oh! still remember me i 
When thy mirth, aboonding, 
On night'6 ear is sounding, 

Oh! then remen^bermet 
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Glowing souls may meet thee» 
Hearts o'erflowipg greet thee^ 
And the joys tiiat wait thee 

Higher far may be; 
But when souls are glowing, 
And fond hearts o'eiflowing-r- 

Oh ! then remember me ! 



When thou'rt homeward swinging, 
"Glory, gloiy !"— singing, 

Oh! then remember me ! 
Be it dark, or moonshine. 
Or by star, or sunshine. 

Oh ! then remember me ! 
On thy couch reposing. 
Restless, tasteless, dozing, 
All refreshment losing 

Sleep could once give thee ; 
Think on him who join'd thee. 
Him o'erjoy'd to find thee — 

Oh! then lemember me ! 
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When the smile of Beauty 
Wiles thee fiom thy doty, 

Oh! then remember me ! 
And when laid thus lowly. 
Tired of love and folly, 

Oh! then remember me! 
Then should sad re&ectitHi, 
O'er each thoughtless action, 
Sunk in deep dejection. 

Draw a sigh fiom thee ; 
Then shall memory bring thee 
Scenes that start and sting thee— 

Oh! then remember me ! 
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THE SON OF SONG HAS LEFT OUR EARTH. 



Air. — ^** We shall ne^er hear the like again,^ 

The 8(m of song has left our eaitliy 

His spirit's in the sky, 
And by his giaye the willow meets 

The zephyr's mournful sigh : — 
On that lowly bed, where rests his head. 

He dreams no more of pain ; 
While each minstrel sings, o'er sorrowing strings^ 

'* We shall ne'er see his like again, 

*' We shall ne'er see his like again." 
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But though his Ijie be route finr aye» 

His seraph strains be o'er ;— 
His name, enshrined in glory, liyes, 

And spreads to every shore : — 
And now while we mourn him from us torn, 

Our song be — " Auld laog syne ;'* 
His love-breathing lay*-or '* Soots wha hae"'« 

<* We shall never hear the like again, 

« Weshall never hear the like again !" 
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EF1L06UE 



TO 



THE FARCE OF TAM (ySHANTER, 



Spoken in the Character of Tarn. 



Friends, I hae got a warning! — and 'tis right, 
That I should warn you — be at hame at night :— 
I'm liale and weel, baith lith and limb, mysel. 
But — ah, waes me ! — ^poor maggy's lost her tail i 
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Yon supple Iiizzie, iu the cutty sark, 
Owretook us on the brig, and did her wark : 
Anither step had saved us firae their clutches, 
And we'd defied the power o' deils and witches ; 
But it was thus ordain'd — and need ye wrestle 
When sic a crew ance catch ye by the gristle ! 

I tauldmytale, when I gaedhame, to Kate, 
But she was in the gee, and raged and flaet ; 
And when 1 mentioned what poor megbefel 
She only said—" deil nor it were yoursel !" 
L — d guide us a' in these hard hearted times ! 
When do a loss nae look o* pity claims : — 
But friends guid night— 'tis wearin' late and dark- 
Guid keep you a' firae aught like Cutty Sark! 
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** So for the present, gentle reader ! and 
^* Still gentler purchaser! the Bard— that's I,-— 

** Must ^th permission, shale you by the hand, 
" And so your humble servant, and— good bye! 

<< We meet again, if ^e should understand 
*^ Each other :— and if not, I shall not try 

" Your patience furflier, than by this short sample, 

^* Twere well if others followed this example.*' 
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